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kind. A simulated story is rarely quite consistent. When
Bellario is first introduced to Philaster, he is c the orphan of
gentle parents/ who, in their poverty, left him to the mercy
of the elements. Here he touches the real condition of the
concealed Euphrasia, whose father, Bion, had no doubt
boys in his establishment whom he would prefer to the ser-
vice of men greater than himself. To give force to his
argument, he a little' extends the rank he had previously
assigned himself. When the mind warms with feeling the
disguises of artifice are too thin for perfect concealment.
The pathos of the lovely pleader is far above any praise of
mine.

I hope that I do not digress at all when I thus unfold
the beauties of our great authors. I will not repeat the
criticisms of others ; but if my own reading and taste suggest
what may lead to the cultivation of sound criticism, 1 will
avow at once that I never intended to write a mere chron-
icle of events, or a cold catalogue of even good qualities
among the professors of the stage. The skill of an actor
operates upon the primary skill of the author. The mental
excellencies of the poet must be displayed, or we talk in
vain of those powers of adaptation by which the stage artist
turns them into shape, and bids them live and move before
us in embodied force and truth and beauty.

In the performance of the seeming boy, Bellario, I believe
the critics assigned the palm invariably to Mrs. Yates ; and,
from what I saw of that lady in my youth, I can readily
believe her superiority. Mrs. Inchbald was extremely
interesting, but an occasional hint of the impediment which
strongly marked her conversation was perceived by the
attentive among the audience. As an actress this lady
never increased her value in the company.

The great painter of life, Fielding, as a dramatic writer
descended to the broadest farce, the most absurd burlesque.
After Philaster^ an alteration of his Tom Thumb by Kane
O'Hara once more enlisted the stage into the service of
the nursery. From that time to the present the tiny hero
and his giant love and valour have insulted the reason of
mankind with the cheapest among the modes of diversion.
To the staple absurdity of its burlesque were now added